Nejf
where the progressive young men sit about and talk in the
afternoon*
Husain, who had been lent me as a servant, looked after
me and the club simultaneously, and used to put me in a
secluded corner of the garden, with die result that, after a
day or two of gazing, the whole club came in a body to
my little house to call, their chairs carried after them and
arranged in a semicircle round me, just as I woke from my
afternoon sleep.
They were pleasant young men, all passionately modern,
all devoted to education in a disinterested, ardent way
typical of Nejf, which has pursued learning for its own sake
through the ages. The objects are altered, but the spirit
remains: the young men's allegiance is given to their
secondary school and the task of building a new European
nation out of their ancient land: they were pained because
I had been seen photographing a miserable weaver at a
hand-loom in his shop. I knew it was useless to explain
that the beauty of the secondary school is of that spiritual
kind that does not appeal to the photographer: I apologized
for my taste, and tried to shield it by describing how
Europe, now rapidly returning to the Dark Ages, is coming
to prefer handicrafts to the machine. One machine-loom
in Nejf, I explained, would take away the livelihood of all
the weavers of the town* Seen in a truly modem light,
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